their own hands and invited MacDonald and twenty of his A timer to more intimate friends to dine at Claridge's Hotel After din- Mac-ner, in response to Lord Horder, John Buchan and others Donald who spoke, Ramsay MacDonald made one of his most charming speeches. He was always at his best on these private occasions. He was not retiring, he said, but returning to Ms real life, coining back to us all, to spend his days, away from politics, among creative people. And he proceeded to describe his personal relations with each of us in turn, relations which were now to become, he said, still closer. He would have leisure, leisure for reflection and for reading and 'writing too; he was planning an autobiography. But pressure was brought on-him to remain in the Government, though as Lord President of the Council he no longer spoke with his old authority.
When Axel Munthe was in London I asked him to meet MacDonald. I was amused and a little embarrassed at the immediate attack Munthe made on him (this was just after Haile Selassie had escaped from Abyssinia), saying that Mac-Donald and the Cabinet had been bluffed by Mussolini. Had his army and supplies been intercepted he would never have gone to war with England; in fact the Italian people had been hoping England would intervene. Aubrey Waterfield, too, bore out what Munthe had said.
On another occasion, when Ramsay MacDonald suggested our lunching together, I asked Yeats to meet him. Yeats, who had lately been seriously ill, was weak-voiced, almost inaudible, but as he talked his voice grew stronger, and he kept the conversation going throughout the luncheon, Ramsay listening and saying little. Later, in the smoking room, Yeats got on to the subject of Berkeley and Swift, spinning theories of Swift's character, of Stella's and Vanessa's, and presently George Trevelyan joined us, and as Yeats proceeded, getting more and more eloquent as he went on, Trevelyan, attracted, eager to bring his fine Whig sense of accuracy to bear on Yeats's improvisations, tried vainly to break in, while Yeats, his right hand raised as it were, for-
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